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other things I should hare liked to have bought but I did not dare—the organ that you used to play hymns on and I waltzes on, the Turkish lamp which we could never agree about . . . but when I saw the satin shoes which I gave you to carry the night of that adorable ball, and which you would not give back, but nailed up on the wall on either side of your bed and put matches in, I was seized with an almost invincible desire to steal them. I don't know why, un caprice de fumme. No one but you would have ever thought of converting satin shoos into match boxes. 1 wore them at that delicious ball; wo danced all night together, and you had an explanation with my husband (I was a little afraid for a moment, but it camo out all right), and wo went and sat on the balcony in. the soft warm moonlight; we watched tho glitter of opaulotB and gas, the satin of the bodices, the whiteness of passing shoulders; wo dreamed the manny darknesses of tho park, the fairy light along the lawny spaces, the heavy perfume of tho flowers, tho pink of tho eamollias; and you quoted something: 'let? cam&lias (hi halcon ressemblent a de-s diwirs mourante.' It wan horrid of you: btit you always had a knack of rubbing one up the wrong way* Then clo you not remomtar how we danced in one room, while the servants set the other out with little tables? That supper was fascinating! I Buppone it was thene pleasant remembrances which made me wish for tho shoos, but I could not summon up courage enough to buy them, and the horrid people were comparing mo with the pastel; I supposee
